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Hope like the glimmering taper’s light, 
Adorns and cheers the way ; 
And still as darker grows the night, 
Emits a brighter ray. 

Goldsmith. 


TueErReE is nota more laudable curiosity than that of an au- 
thor, when he presents the fruits of his intellect to the whim, 
caprice and satire of this whimsical world. With a heart 
palpitating for its success, he discovers his production in black 
and white, exposed to the mercy of the old and the young, the 
wise and the ignorant. They with the eyes of an Argus ex- 
amine all its defects of style, sentiment and execution, bestow- 
ing upon ita solitary commendation, or consigning it without 
hessitation to the darkness of oblivion. His ears are open to 
each expression of approbation, and every breeze he believes 
to be pregnant with applause, or teeming with envy. If suns 
revolve without affording any nourishment to his vanity, 
still he flatters himself that when fable shall have thrown an 
obscurity around the present century; the future antiquarian 
willin some auspicious hour light upon his volumes, and pre- 
sent them to the admiration of a wondering world. 

Such we must acknowledge were our feelings after the ap- 
pearance of the first number of the Microscope. Not discoy- 
ering any unusual influx into the store of the publishers, and 
being unable to gratify our curiosity from this quarter, we de- 
termined to sally forth, and if possible ascertain the reception 
of the paper. By express agreement we divided the town in- 
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toa numer of districts, where each of the Editors was to pro- 
menade during the day, and hear from the passing multitude 
their praise or censure. At the corner of State and Chapel- 
streets, that exchange of our city, we rationally concluded that 
the Microscope would be the only topic of conversation.— 
Discovering a number of citizens there assembled, Horatio the 
most active editor turned his steps in that direction, believing 
that nothing but the appearance of our paper, could have call- 
ed such a collection together at that early hour. 

After passing the salutations of the morning he remained for 
some minutes silent, in hopes that the first sound that struck 
his ear would be on the subject that so completely engrossed 
his thoughts. Discovering that another topic occupied their 
attention, he determined to give a new turn to their conversa- 
tion by enquiring of them the news of the day. But what was 
his surprise when he learned that the most important intelli- 
gence was the fall of coffee, occasioned by the introduction of 
rye intothe economy of our country. This brought on a dis- 
cussion (which lasted an hour) on the effect it would pro- 
duce upon the West India markets should the present frugal- 
ity extend throughout the Union. During the whole of this 
disquisition he bit his lips with chagrin, and left them with the 
reflection that genius must look for its reward to the candour of 
posterity. 

The Post-office, the focus of attractions to overs and poli- 
ticians, next received our eager Editor. Here with his eyes fixed 
upon a news-paper, but his ears open to the remarks of those 
around him, he remained fifteen minutes in order to ascertain 
the tone of sentiment among the inhabitants of this delectable 
city. Mail Robbers, Slavery and Steam-boats were here the 
only topics of conversation. Withregret he bent his course 
from this centre of news, firmly believing that ere our first num- 
ber had enjoyed an ephemeral existence, it had surrendered to 
the tyrant Time, under whose all destroying hand Towers, 
Temples, and Microseopes, moulder into ruin. 

The reading room he soon entered, where the approaching ° 
election and Ivanhve engrossed most of the conversation of 
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the morning. The only sound which bore any affinity to our 
paper, was Kaleidscope, concerning which there was a dispute 
between two Dandies whether Dr. Brewster, or some other Dr. 
was the inventor. ‘The other Editors were still less fortunate, 
having heard nothing during the day worthy of remark.— 
They accordingly concluded that this was the Metropolis of 
dullness, and longed for the pen of Pope to present to the 
world another Dunciad. 

Believing that intelligence had forsaken our sex, they resol- 
ved to present themselvesin propria persona to the fair, 
whose curiosity to ascertain who were the “ fraternity,” would, 
we were convinced, make it the subject of discourse. Accor- 
dingly accepting a very polite invitation, each of us put on an 
additional cravat, and with no little self-complacency entered 
in succession into a room glowing with beauty. Here the 
sparkling eyes and rosy cheeks of our snpposed fair readers 
presaged a delightful repast. By an extra display of gallant- 
ry, we were confident that we should elicit from our friends the 
ladies, a copious discussion of the merits of our first number.— 
Who can describe our feelings when we discovered that the 
silken chain of love had entwined the affections of those pres- 
ent and that sighs and side long glances were antipodes to lit- 
erature. Disappointment orooded over us while reflecting that 
as it respected this circle, we had exhausted our crania in vain 
—and we heartily wished that Cupid might be drummed out of 
the city. 

Having thus ransacked every nook and corner of the town, 
and not having a syllable on the subject so near their hearts ; 
the editors unwilling to let their literary offspring thus pass 
into forgetfulness, resolved to hold a meeting and canvass the 
subject among themselves. Accordingly, having assembled, 
the merits of the paper were fully scanned, and a copiousness 
of admiration poured forth upon every paragraph. It was the 
unanimous opinion that very little gratitude had been evinced 
by the citizens for the appearance of No. 1. Still it was de- 
termined to continue the pnblication, it being cvident that as 
soon as love and the present political mania were banished 
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from this Athens of Connecticut, their numbers would excite 
universal attention. 

N. B, Since writing the above, we have ascertained that a 
small circle of young ladies were actually caught discussing the 
merits of the Microscope. After a conversation of full two 
minutes and a half, it seemed to be the sense of the meeting 
that the thing was more than tolerable, anda wish was ex- 
pressed that it might succeed. This is to us like light let 
into the gloomy prison of the captive, and in the words of our 
motto, “ adorns and cheers our way.” As our paper is still 
in the twilight of its existence we hope that this single mark 
of approbation is the harbinger of the sunshine of satisfaction 
with which it will ere long be received. Their names being 
made known to us, it was unanimously agreed that they had 
in this act exhibited indubitable marks of discernment, and 
richly merited the thanks of the fraternity. 


a 
To the Publisher of the Microscope. 

PERMIT me, sir, to ask a question or two which occurred 
to me on reading the first number of your paper. They will 
be short ; and I trust not impertinent. 

1. Your writers say they will not engage in any political 
discussions. Yet they say they intend to lash folly and vice 
without mercy. Is not here an inconsistency ? Are not po- 
litical discussions both interesting and useful? And where can 
be discovered more folly and vice, than in the characters of 
zealous political partizans ? 

2. They say they do not wish to increase the number of: 
Presbyterians or Episcopalians. Pray sir what are we to un- 
derstand by this? Is it that your writers are neither Episco- 
palians or Presbyterians? Or does it mean that our politic- 


‘al contest in their opinion, is between Presbyterians and 


Episcopalians ?—a mere sectarian controversy? I wish, sir, 
they would explain this. 

3. Your writers say they do not wish to fill the ranks of the 
friends or enemies of the administration. Do they mean by 
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this that they belong to no political party ? If so, I wish to be 
informed whether, in their opinion, a neutral ground can be 
maintained consistently with religion or patriotism ? 

These questions, sir, naturally occur in reading the pros- 
pectus. ‘They have excited considerable conversation among 
your readers. A frank and an able answer to them would be 
highly gratifying to a 

es QUERIST. 

The above was deposited into the letter-box after the present number was 
put to press—we shall give the writer a reply in our next. 

— et Qa 
WE have received from ‘‘ SMoKER,” a satirical piece written in Croakerian 
measure. As the subject of the poem is Vew-Haven we presume it 
will be perused with great interest. We hope that Smoker will continue 


his verses, and enable us to present to our readers at different intervals a 
complete picture of this first of cities. 


Messrs. Epirors—lIf the following is unworthy of admission in the MicRo- 
SCOPE, please give it a speedy insertion in your fire place and oblige 
| SMOKER. 


Smok’em, toast’em, roast’em. 
Cassioiz. 


i. 


WHEN Croaker writes, he never writes in vain, 
And did I think he’d ever sing New-Haven, 

My quill would in my ink-stand still remain, 
For quill of goose should bow to quill of raven ; 
But still I do believe, it’s quite uncertain 

If Croaker ever here withdraw the curtain 


Il. 


From the first city of his native state, 

And bring to light whatever claims attention ; 
Unless some one should to him first relate 
Where it is found. Then first I ought to mention 
That we have many things we are as proud of 
As any place, and that we boast as loud of. 


Til. 


And foremost (as we should) we rank the fair, 
And challegge any place to shew as pretty— 
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We're not afraid with Fanny to compare 

Or other ladies of your boasted city ; 

And beauty isn’t all; *twould not be flati’ring 

To say that there are those, who have a smatt’ring 


IV. 


Of all that’s useful; novels and reviews 

Are not their only means of getting knowledge : 
*Tis fortunate indeed for our “ bas blues” 

That there are gallant students ia Yale College, 
Whose conversation no one fails discerning 

Is bas’d upon a massive heap of Jearning. 
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This knowledge is a never failing fund 

Of rich delight, that most delight surpases. 

For instance: walking out in fields fecund, 
They'll tel] at once the yarious kinds of grasses— 


And tell with truth—none of your vague conjectures— 


They learnt to tell them all at Whitlow’s lectures. 
VI. 


Such are our ladies—!’m inclin’d to think 

I ought not now to write much more about them: 
No! no! until I find out whiter ink 

I feel compell’d to jog along without them.— 

If you dislike the-steam-boat’s fare or racket, 
And choose a smailer evil—take the packet— 


VII. 


Which lands you on a wharf a mile in length, 

Of mud, and stone, and wood—these all uniting 
To render it a monument of strength— 

Where pleasant walks and prospects all inviting, 
On Sunday after church, in pleasant weather, 
Men, boys and negroes, all walk down together. 


VIII. 


(There is a better promenade, the Green 

And why do they not choose the best of places? 
Can’t be that Sunday they would not be seen 
Thus walking. Tis not being seen disgraces.) 
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if on both sides the wharf, stores were erected 
Its looks would be inprov’d—but ’twas expected 


IX. 


That we should want the water t’other side ; 

For once much faster was our commerce growing 
Than harbour mud; and vessels here could ride 
Borne on the buoyant wave then full o’erflowing 

The dark blue flats at times when tides were highest. 
Oh treach’rous sea! that aid thou now deniest. 


X. 


We'll be reveng’d--improvement now’s the rage, 

And I am not alone in the opinion— 

That Union Street with thee a war will wage 

And cut a clever slice from your dominion. 

_ T° would make the other latger part the dearer, 
And to our packets bring the market nearer. 


XI. 


For years this market has been full—of stalls, 

On most of which no joint of meat bas rested. 

No city law the privilege enthralle, 

But through the town can butchers unmolested 
From dirty carts, their Hobson’s choices proffer, 
Which you must take—no other chance may offer. 


XII. 


And now begins my heart to swell with pride ; 
That pride that ev’ry citizen possesses— 

And they who seem to have it not, but hide 
Their feelings; °tis hypocrisy suppresses 

That fond delight, which, nature’s bent pursuing, 
Is always seen, when we’re to strangers shewing 


XIIf. 


Our churches: when I wish to quench that pride, 
Attentive gazing at the State House does it: 

The church’s not half so gothic by its side, 

As he must own who for a moment views it, 

(Mine may be easier quench’d than that of others.) 
The burying yard, and state house are twin brothers 
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16 
XIV. 


And if the two wo’nt do it, nothing can. 

The pyramids of Egypt, were erected 

In years beyond the memory of man, 

And from accounts ’tis reas’nably suspected 
Our church-yard is the oldest. Computation 
Deduc’d from ref’rence to their preservation : 


XV. 


Conclusive proves it—for that spoiler time 
Has laid, alas! by far the heavier hand on 
The old church-yard.—————- 
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*,* Own learning from the publishers that it seems to be the unanimous wish 
of subscribers that our numbers may contain eight instead of four pages: we 
have accordingly given them a halfsheet to day, and shall continue tod« _if 
it meets with general approbation. Few are aware of the extent of the pecu- 
niary risk already incurred in the publication. That the increase of hazard 
may not be too great to be borne, no person can hesitate to pay one cent addi- 
tional on each number for thus receiving double the quantity of matter. If any 
are dissatisfied with such an alteration in our terms, they are at liberty to with- 
draw their subscription between this and the appearance of the next number. 








